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Early in the morning Lhote went a little way out of camp to
do some surveying, and on his return was amazed to find the
guide dead and his three companions busy digging out a grave.
The sense of catastrophe was heightened by the utter loneliness
of the place. The devout Arabs were alternately praying and
weeping and wringing their hands. It was indeed an awkward
situation since nobody knew the way. The two mounted tribes-
men were restive, and said that since they were not paid by
Lhote they would go no farther.

" I am aged/5 said one. " I cannot go farther."

" My camel is worn out," said the other, " and if I go on
into the Tanezruft he will certainly die."

Lhote was in a quandary. He was about half-way from his
destination and had to decide whether to go on or whether to
return. Finally he decided to take the risk, and ordered the
camel-driver to saddle the beasts. One of the tribesmen blessed
the camel-driver and wished them a good journey. Then Lhote
set off, with a compass and a map in his hand, to lead the little
caravan into the empty wilderness.

During the night a depressing sandstorm had begun, and this
had increased the evaporation of the water-skins. Moreover,
instead of reaching an expected wadi Lhote found himself wan-
dering ever deeper into the sandy desert with its tantalizing
mirages. The sandstorm increased in violence until they could
only make progress by doubling themselves into an almost
crawling position. Then black clouds filled the sky, and they
thought a thunderstorm was about to break. But it was nothing
more than a return of the sandstorm, which lifted the sand high
into the air and blinded them.

A little later they caught sight of a rocky hillock, and as by
this time they could not make out the camels at ten paces*
distance they decided to take refuge until the storm had blown
itself out. No sooner had they unloaded the beasts than the
two men wrapped themselves up in their burnous and sought
shelter among the baggage. About midnight the storm died
down, and for the first time since the previous evening they
were able to prepare a simple meal of wheat-calces and tea.

They were wakened next morning by the howling of the
sandstorm which had begun again. But the camels had com-